County by county you number them over; 

Tyrone, Fermanagh ...I stand by a lake, 
and the bubbling curlew, the whistling plover 
call over the whips in the chill daybreak 
as the hills and the waters the first light take. 

Let Down be famous for care-tilled earth, 
for the little green hills and the harsh grey peaks, 
the rocky bed of the Lagan's birth, 
the white farm fat in the August weeks. 

There's one more county my pride still seeks. 

You give it the name and my quick thoughts run 
through the narrow towns with their wheels of trade, 
to Glenballyemon, Glenaan, Glendun, 
from Trostan down to the braes of Layde, 
for there is the place where the pact was made. 

But you have as good a right as I 

to praise the place where your face is known, 

for over us all is the selfsame sky; 

the limestone's locked in the strength of the bone, 

and who shall mock at the steadfast stone? 

So it's Ballinamallard, it's Crossmaglen, 
it's Aughnacloy, it's Donaghadee, 
it's Magherafelt breeds the best of men, 

I'll not deny it. But look for me 

on the moss between Orra and Slievenanee. 
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